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" The proudest of you all 
Have been beholden to us in your time 
Yet none of you hare pleaded once our cause." 

Shakespeare's Richard 3rd. 



May it please Your Worship, 

Sir Thomas Randall, 
^Pardon our giving you this handle, 
But whether added to your name 
Now or next June 'tis all the same, 
For come when 'twill 'twere wisely done, 
Both well deserved and fairly won) 
We, the old Quarter Boys, who stood, 
So states the Antiquary Wood, 
Renowned for learning and research, 
For centuries on Saint Martin's Church, 
Have subject been for forty years 



To insult, injury and jeers. 

' Tis true a lady,* out of pity 

Returned us to this ancient City, 

And though she showed increased good sense, 

Restoring at her own expense 

Our coats of mail of former years, 

(Good patterns for your Volunteers) 

And gave us to the Corporation, 

They've much abused her kind donation, 

And used us ill, (we must speak out) 

For we've been tossed and kicked about 

From room to room, pitched down the stairs, 

Then poked away 'neath tables, chairs, 

Until we have, to Oxford's shame, 

No habitation, nor a name. 

Pray, Mr. Mayor, take up our case, 
Provide us some befitting place, 
And say whom we shall represent, 
As on that point there's great dissent. 

We know and say it, too, with pride, 
That our antiquity's not denied, 
But many now put forth strong claims 
To designate us with new names. 
Some think that we who stood so true 
For ages, plain to public view, 
Should Oxford's Members represent 
Who serve her now in Parliament 
Because round Carfax chaired they've been 
So oft, like others we have seen, 



* Mrs. Pilcher was at the expense of restoring and beautifying the two 
figures and presented then to the Corporation in 1855 after they had been 
in obscurity from 1820 when the old Church of St. Martin's was pulled 
down. 



And us supplanted who were then 
Oxford's two most exalted men. 

Some think King Charles should have the choice, 
Because he rules the City's voice 
And mulct'd it by his agitation 
Of Thousands for a Valuation ; 
That as we Quarter Boys are two 
Green with King Charles should have his due ; 
Denoting then, we might be reckoned, 
Both Charles the First and Charles the Second, 
For as 'twas they the job who started, 
It would be wrong they should be parted. 

Some wish, we say it with a growl, 
To name us after Grubb and Towle 
Because the one who all disheartens 
Did all he could to smash St. Martin's* 
And made for once, a thing most rare, 
A profit good 9 by being Mayor, 
While t'other, spite of jokes and puns, 
Upon his luckless Russian Guns 
Considers he his part has done 
By burying both, Sir, one by one. 

Though great these claims there is a greater — 
' Tis that put in by the Curator 
"Who grasps of power the lion's share 
O'er Council, Aldermen and Mayor. 
SuiFering no rival near his throne, 
He claims us both, Sir, as his own 
To represent when he did'nt win, 
A Curator out, as well as in. 



When Aid. Grubb was Mayor he stopped the supplies to St. Martin's 
Church. 



Two other claimants, Sir, there are, 
Arcades ambo, Neate and Carr, 
Who fight at all times side by side 
Like Siamese twins, what e're betide ; 
Such friends to freedom of opinion 
They'd hold the world in their dominion, 
Claiming, with modesty intense, 
The largest share of worth and sense. 
But they've a stronger claim than this, 
For in a bottomless abyss, 
Like Marcus Curtius, Neate is bent* 
To plunge if he cannot prevent 
That quota at the Local Board 
Which he and Carr will not afford. 
Of course, if Neate does not succeed, 
Why Carr must act as Curtius' steed, 
For 'twould be wrong that two so plighted 
Should at the last be disunited, 
Unless the latter should prefer, 
As John O'Connell did aver, 
To die upon that very floor 
Where he has proved the greatest bore. 

As to the site that's talked about 
We care not if 'tis in or out; 
If in, the Chamber seems to be 
Our place for most utility, 
For we might use our striking power 
When Carr has spoken for an hour, 



At the last Commissioners' Meeting Mr. Neate threatened that in the 
event of his not ultimately carrying his point with respect to the 
quota of the representation at the New Local Board, he would snuff 
himself out as a Commissioner, and plunge into obscurity. 



Or thirty times ; or aid the Mayor 

When ten at once address the chair, 

Things which, though scarcely worth repeating, 

Occur at almost every meeting ; 

But if outside } s our destination, 

"We would suggest the City Station, 

Close upon where, mid bustle rife, 

We spent a long and useful life, 

Where Serjeant Nix, Sir, daily might 

With his handkerchief keep us bright 

To show like him, despite abuse, 

We're both for ornament and use. 



DAVID AND JONATHAN. 



Town Hall Lumber Hole, 
Oxford. 



THE APPEAL OF THE RUSSIAN GUNS, 

Lying in the Town Hall Oxford, 

To Nathaniel Oastle, Esq., Mayor of Oxford, 1869. 

Mayor. Alas, poor Guns ! 

Guns. Pity us not, but lend thy serious hearing 

To what we shall unfold. 
Mayor. Speak, I am bound to hear. 
Guns. So art thou to revenge when thou shalt hear. 

"Hamlet Travestied 

Most potent, grave, and bold Nathaniel, 
We scorn the fawning of a spaniel, 
But can't refrain from venting pity 
That you, the head of this great City, 
Should see with pain, as sure you must, 
Two trophies marred with dirt and rust, 
That once were deemed a nation's pride, 
And spread destruction far and wide. 
'Tis true, you've labored like a man 
Since you your useful course began, 
To climb life's ladder, win a name, 
And still extend old Oxford's fame, 
While we, whose lot, though diiFerent cast, 
Have to our calling stood so fast, 



And tried to smother, though in vain, 

The glory England toiled to gain. 

But such we know's the lot of life, 

Such are the fruits of war and strife, 

And while we have to bear all that, 

You rule in scarlet and cocked hat. 

Yet still we think it very hard 

To He in this old Town Hall yard, 

Subject to insult, wrong, and noise 

From idle men and Nixon's boys, 

And trampled on, without reflection, 

By voters at your last Election, 

Who climbed or used us for a seat, 

And shouted, but in vain, for Neate ! 

Or what was stranger, we confess, 

For Mr. Wilson, F.R.S., 

Which letters, we imagine, mean 

Only a Fellow rarely seen. 

Whilst others clamoured, with their might, 

For Langston, Cardwell, and John Bbight. 

Do please, your Worship, show your power, 
And place us both on Carfax tower, 
For though we can't, as all desire, 
Restrain that organ and that choir, 
Yet we shall be above abuse, 
And serve for ornament, if not use ; 
Or send us, Worship, if thou wilt, 
To Pasley Hut — the House Jack built, 
Where we shall join each mounted gun 
Which honest John got one by one : 
Now John has used us very ill, 
For he vowed, in proof of his good will, 
He'd mount us for this City fair, 
To mark the year when he was Mayor, 
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But at the Station made us stay 

Till some one would our carriage pay. 

So all through him 'tis very clear 

That we are lying rotting here. 

Or send us — (mind you can't by train) 

To Jack Straw's Castle, Marston Lane, 

Where, though the pot was put on strong, 

The East Ward Key was not kept long, 

But we would strive to keep and bind it 

Should e'er the loser chance to find it ; 

Or send us to St. Peter Bailey, 

Where folks declare, and do so daily, 

That Gkubb, the champion of Dissent, 

Was on a drinking fountain bent, 

Saved from the spoil of Carfax Church 

When he left the parish in tte lurch, 

But when he found that Cox had got 

A fountain ready for the spot, 

Prevented both — could aught be stranger ? 

So like the dog, Sir, in the manger. 

Or could you not, good Mr. Mayor, 

Place us in Paradise — the Square, 

To do what none have done before, 

Keep other wolves from Woolf'b own door, 

And every week the Bench, Sir, ease, 

Though Jacob would lose lots of fees. 

Or in the Council Chamber find 
A corner where we might remind 
Long-winded speakers, such as Cabb, 
Who waste the time and business mar, 
That thirty speeches at a sitting 
Are neither reg'lar nor befitting. 

We ask you, then, with all respect, 
One of these places to select, 



For we were lured — a great offence 'tis — 
To Oxford under false pretences : 
Pass round a hat and get the funds, 
Then in your year up go the Guns : 
But if this is too poor a City 
To raise the wind, it is a pity 
That we were ever here brought down, 
When there is not a little town 
That would not gladly, and with pride, 
Have hailed and mounted us beside, 
And cherished, with devotion full, 
Such trophies from Sebastopol. 

Nicholas and Alexander. 

Town Hall, Yard, Oxford. 
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THE ROYAL WEDDING AS IT WAS, 

Or rather was to have been, 

CELEBRATED AT OXFORD. 

Dedicated to Aid. Grubb Mayor at the time and Master of the Bolls. 

Come listen to the doings great, 

Which you may well suppose, 
Old Oxford marked the wedding 

Of England's bonnie rose ; 
That is she would have done so, but 

(And there you'll see the rub,) 
Her Mayor was not a fast one, 

But slow as any Grub. 

The morning broke in splendour, 

The Mayor was up betimes, 
And set to work inditing 

Some fit and loyal rhymes ; 
That is he would have done as much, 

And praised this Royal Match, 
But he thought instead he'd bake his bread, 

And then he'd draw the batch. 

He doffed his cap and apron next, 

And sallied forth full dressed, 
And his delight at this event 

To every one expressed ; 
That is he would have done so, but 

He thought of joints and pies, 
Of all the bakings he'd in hand 

And his dough too, on the rise. 
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He called the Council early, 

To move a fit address, 
Couched in the utmost Jloury terms, 

On bridal happiness ; 
That is he would have done so, but 

He said he ne'er could fawn, 
Besides, he recollected 

His bakings must be drawn. 

The bells at Carfax rang all day, 

And the Mayor stood lots of ale, 
To cheer the ringers on their task, 

In case their strength should fail ; 
That is he would have done so, but 

The bells at all were'nt rung, 
For the clappers were deficient, 

And the bells, in fact, were'nt hung. 

The Mayor then had the Russian guns 

In quick sucession fired, 
And praised the late Mayor for these gifts, 

So valued and admired ; 
That is he would have done so, but 

The guns at Woolwich were, 
Because to mount them cost so much 

It frightened the Ex-Mayor. 

The Mayor next went to Carfax Church 

In procession with the mace, 
And vow'd he'd give a handsome sum, 

He so admired the place ; 
That is he would have done so, but 

He once before did swear 
He'd never been inside the Church, 

And never would go there. 
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His Worship all the children served 

With good old English fare, 
And dealt them wine to drink the toasts, 

Which he gave from the chair ; 
That is he would have done so, but 

He feared they'd get excess, 
And so instead he gave them all 

His "Fbee and East Pbess." 

The Mayor then gave a splendid spread 

In our renowned Town Hall, 
And while he entertained the rich, 

He feasted all the small ; 
That is he would have done so, but 

He said the folks he'd snub, 
And that he'd give them nothing, 

They'd quite enough of Grub. 

His Worship gave a Concert too, 

Inviting high and low, 
And sang the anthem national, 

In splended voice, and slow ; 
That is a Concert he'd have had, 

But it was'nt set afloat, 
For he'd got no taste for music, 

Nor could he sing a note. 

His Worship crowned the Wedding night, 

With a stunning Fancy Ball, 
And in cocked hat and scarlet robes 

He capered round the Hall ; 
That is he would have had a Ball, 

But forgot it, I suppose, 
And so instead, he went to bed 

With his night-cap o'er his nose. 
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THE "GENTLEMAN CURATOR'S" MANIFESTO. 



"I am Sir Oracle, and when I ope my lips 
Let no dog bark"— (JShaksptare) 



1. 



Run, Lucas, run, and set at once 

Old Carfax bells a ringing, 
And ask the stunning Parish Choir 

To vent their joy in singing, 
For I have gained a glorious prize, 

What honor can be greater 
Than mounting now the Cap and Bells 

As " Gentleman Curator ?" 



And send at once a Telegram 

Unto our gracious Queen, 
To let her know without delay 

How honored I have been ; 
And that the only tribute which 

I should regard as greater, 
Is kneeling down, — then rising up 

Sir William Wise, Curator. 
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3. 

Haste then to Pembroke and inform 

His Reverence the Vice, 
That I am in authority 

When 'ere he wants advice, 
And that I'll come and take the oath, 

None readier or elater, 
For with the Mayor and Sheriff ranks 

The " Gentleman Curator" 



Run to the Journal, Herald, Chron., 

Likewise the Flying Post, 
And tell them to announce the fact 

In type attractive most, 
And send a new Edition out, 

(What news could they have greater) 
Than this that I upon this day 

Was made the New Curator ? 



5. 



And tell King Charles that though I feel 

My merit now is known, 
I've no desire to rival him, 

Or meddle with his throne, 
But he must know and feel, likewise, 

There's one as great or greater, 
Than mighty Charles, and that one is 

Myself the New Curator. 
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6. 

Then next enquire of Honest John, 

(Of course I mean John Towle,) 
If it be true his Russian Guns 

Are lost, or in a hole. 
And let them mounted be and fired, 

For what event is greater, 
Than this that I upon this day 

Was made the new Curatot ? 



7. 



Next call on Grubb and say I wish 

He'd go with me to Church 
And for one Sunday only leave 

His Chapel in the lurch. 
For then he'll see me march with pride, 

(Although it's not my nature,) 
Along the aisle with Cap and Bells 

As u Gentleman Curator." 



8. 



The City Rector next inform 

And Lecturers beside, 
That in the bidding prayer at Church 

A blank must be supplied. 
For when they pray for our good Queen 

And blessings may await her, 
They must in future add " also 

For our new Wise Curator." 
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9. 

Then let the whole Freemasons know, 

With Thompson at their head, 
That they may have the Hall and Yard 

For either Ball or Spread, 
To celebrate that great event, 

For what event is greater 
Than this that I upon this day 

Was made the new Curator ? 



10. 

Lastly, of Sheriff Stevens ask, 

If it is not too late, 
To make a clipping Donkey Race 

For a Curator's Plate; 
And if a donkey he'll provide 

And will not overweight her, 
I'll ride the race in Cap and Bells 

As " Gentleman Curator." 

By order of the ''Gentleman Curator/ 1 

Town Hall, Oxford. 
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THE PLEASURES OP BEING MAYOR. 



Tunb— "The Overseer:' 



I. 

All you who for honours are sighing, 
And to get into office are trying, 
Such glory at any price buying, 

For a song such as mine never care. 
'Tis touching the fame and renown, 
Of being the Mayor of this town, 
And the honor and glory and grace, Sir, 
Being just the right man in the right place, Sir, 
And looked up to in every case, Sir, 

While serving the office of Mayor ! 
"lis a very nice thing no doubt, 
From your business to be always out. 

CHORUS. 

So if you desire irritation, 
Of public life all the vexation, 
With no end too of botheration, 

Do all that you can to be Mayor. 
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II. 

In the morning as you are enjoying 
Your breakfast, the time well employing, 
A man who's been some one annoying, 

Requires to be placed under care. 
The Marshal who makes the report, 
Requests you'll just step to the Court. 
Your breakfast is then at an end, Sir, 
And to quod the offender you send, Sir, 
While 'tis said by some good-natured friend, Sir, 

You are much too severe to be Mayor. 
Then the Papers enlarge on the case, 
Making out you 're not fit for your place. 

So if you desire irritation, &c. 



III. 

Then just as to business you're sitting, 
Private duties not always omitting, 
You are told a committee is sitting 

And insists on your taking the chair. 
So away to the meeting you haste, 
But as many their time cannot waste, 
You find impatience's come o'er 'em, 
And because you allow them no jorum, 
There's not enough left for a quorum, 

And of course it's all laid to the Mayor. 
So the bills can't be looked at or paid, 
And through you there's a Borough Rate made. 

So if you desire irritation, &c. 
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IV. 

Then at the next Council presiding, 
On the ways and the means deciding, 
Ihe Members are different ways siding, 

And will ail have their way they declare. 
The City is deeply in debt, 
And payments there are to be met, 
But you mustn't sell this thing or that, Sir, 
And another one tells you flat, Sir, 
If you do not mind what you are at, Sir, 

He'll in Chancery put the Mayor. 
Then the Borough Rate others dispute, 
And you're soon in a Chancery Suit 

So if you desire irritation, &c. 



Then just as to dinner you're seated, 
Of all the nice things you are cheated, 
For you are by the Town Clerk intreated 

To the Railway at once to repair. 
For a great foreign Prince has come down, 
Just to make a short stay in the town, 
You're expected his language to speak, Sir, 
Be it Objibbeway, Chinese, or Greek, Sir, 
And to invite this Prince home for a week, Sir, 

And of course he obliges the Mayor. 
Then he hopes to see you again, 
And invites you to China or Spain. 

So if you desire irritation, &c. 
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VI. 

Then just as your coffee you're sipping, 
The rain all the time perhaps dripping, 
You're told the Collegians are tipping 

Uncommon hard blows here and there. 
The High Street you finjLfull of life, 
And you start off in spite of your wife. 
For tis a duty you owe to the town, Sir, 
This Gown and Town row to put down, Sir, 
But you're no sooner out than a Gown, Sir, 

Says t( I must have a cut at the Mayor. " 
Then you're pepper'd before and behind, 
And told your own business to mind. 

So if you desire irritation, &c. 



VII. 

Then just as you've got into bed, Sir, 

With a patch on your eye and your head, Sir, 

There's a fire in St. Ebbe's, it is said, Sir, 

And of course you are bound to be there. 
So you hasten without a delay, 
And perhaps get knock'd down on the way, 
And when to the place you have got, Sir, 
Of water there is not a drop, Sir, 
For the pumps have all got the dry rot, Sir, 

And of course it's all laid to the Mayor. 
Then they hustle and tread on your toes, 
And knock your hat over your nose. 

So if you desire irritation, &c. 
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VIII. 

Now for all this to make you amends, Sir, 
You're allowed to treat all your friends , Sir, 
And nothing so highly offends, Sir, 

If you do not ask ex?ry one there. 
So you must keep a Butler and Cook, 
And in the Chair talk like a book. 
For 'tis said if you 're slow with your wine, Sir, 
And do'nt stand champagne and pine, Sir, 
And in language come out very fine, Sir, 

What a muff, what a screw is the Mayor ! 
Then they wish you sincerely they say 
Many happy returns of the day. 

So if you desire irritation, &c. 

IX. 

My Song must now come to an end, Sir, 
Though there's little in it to commend, Sir, 
I hope that none t'will offend, Sir, 

Who have filled or aspire to the Chair. 
'Tis true that in Cities and Towns, 
We must have some ups and some downs, 
Yet 'tis pleasant to see men fulfilling 
Their duties so well and so willing, 
And that others are likewise in drilling 

To follow our excellent Mayor. 
So let's drink to Mayors present and past, 
May the present one equal the last. 

And though there's a little vexation, 

While you're trying to serve the nation^ 
It is so in every station, 

And why not in that of the Mayor. 
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THE PLEASURES OP BEING SHERIFF. 



Air — " There* s not luck about the house. 



1. 



The pleasures that attend the Mayor 
Are so well known to all 

That to the Sheriff's, with your leave, 
I will attention call. 

That men should seek such offices 
We cannot wonder at, 

Because it gives the right to wear 
Smart robes and nobby hat. 



Now on your Sheriff here you do 

Some funny things entail, 
For no sooner have you chosen him 

Than you walk him off to Gaol ; 
And there you introduce him to 

Some new, not pleasant friends, 
To ladies the Vice-Chancellor, 

And Gents the Recorder sends. 
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And then you teach him all their names 

With the reasons they are there, 
And of these new acquaintances, 

Beg he'll take the greatest care. 
But if while he's in office 

A Debtor cuts away, 
Why you call upon your Sheriff 

The debts and costs to pay. 



Now if he pounds a donkey, 

A heifer, horse or mayor 
For being on Port Meadow when 

It has no business there 
Some meddling folks who on our rights 

Are so disposed to trench 
Do all they can to worry him 
^With actions in Queen's Bench. 



Then if the fisheries he upholds 

For the rich and poor folks sake, 
Why others poach them night and day 

And in the fence months take. 
And if he tries to seize their nets 

To stop this wholesale slaughter 
He's likely to get bonnetted, 

And made free of City water. 



« 

9 Tis true for all he uoder-go$s 

You try to make amends 
By letting him Port Meadp.w drive 

And entertain his friends, 
But if he does not do the thing 

In a handsome manner there 
He stands but very little chwce 

Being Alderman or Mayoij., 



Our Sheriff for the second time 

The Shrievalty now graces, 
An honor due to one who haa 

Revived old Oxford Races. 
Here's health and happiness to him* 

May both increase with years. ; 
May our Sheriff ne'er get bomaetted 

Nor his cocked hat pincb>his ears. 
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THE RUSSIAN GUNS. 

Aia— " The Brave old Oak." 
1. 

A song for the Guns,, the Russian Guns, 

Which have lain in the Coal Hole long ; 
He won great renown who first got them down 

And promised to mount them strong* 
There was fear in his frown when the guns came down ; 

And the carriage was so muck per ton. 
But he flatly did say not a meg would he pay, 

And deserted them One by One. 

cno&us. 

Then here's to the Guns, the Russian Guns, 
Which have lain in the Coal Hole long ; 

He won great renown who first got them down 
And promised to mount them strong. 



In days not old when our soldiers bold, 

Withstood the Russian rule, 
The Cannon's ball made hundreds fall 

Round proud Sebastopol. 
And all that day they fired away 

On England's bravest, best 
Some are gone, some are dead, 'neath the green turf laid, 

But the Guns in the Coal Hole rest. 

Then here's to the Guns, the Russian Guns, &c. 
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They saw the rare times when in distant climes 

They glistened in the sun, 
And the Emperor great from his high estate 

Smiled down upon each gun ; 
But never more will those cannons roar 

Or peals of thunder roll, 
For their work is done since honest John 

Buried both with nobs of Coal. 

Then here's to the Guns, the Russian Guns, &c. 
4. 

But 'tis as well underground they dwell 

Where nothing will them reach, 
For every scrape they will escape 

And many a Council speech ; 
Nor will they share, for any Mayor, 

Of Civic Stock the fate, 
Nor leave their hole and nobs of coal 

To save a Borough Bate. 

Then here's to the Guns, the Russian Guns, &c. 




HCNRY GROOM, PRINTER, QUEEN STRUT, OXFORD. 
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